THE  TRAIN
Faina was surprised.
"Julia Dmitriyevna, don't be offended, but your life's
made up of small things, too, ..."
"But that's my duty," Julia Dmitriyevna retorted.
"In the surgery the slightest neglect may have the most
serious consequences for the patient. But at the same
time, a doctor or a nurse should have the courage and
the ability to ignore unimportant details. The assistant
doctor is conscientious, and nothing more. In time she'll
develop into an average medical practitioner for
uninteresting cases. She'd be good at treating influenza
or the itch. She's no good for scientific work, but just for
every-day practice."
"And I?" asked Faina.
Julia Dmitriyevna surveyed her critically—from the
waved hair to the fashionable, worn shoes.
"You could go in for science. I feel you've got possi-
bilities. You could go in for science if you didn't let
things distract you."
Faina sighed and embraced Julia Dmitriyevna. She
wanted to kiss her, but thought better of it.
"You're right, it's terrible how right you are," said
Faina.
And when the sisters living in the staff coach had to
pair up, so as to make room for an office, it seemed to
happen of itself that Julia Dmitriyevna moved into
Faina's compartment, and Faina was sincerely glad of it.
Now the hospital train was no longer making the trip
to the front. Special trains had been allocated for this—
"flying trains," consisting of just a few coaches. Rather
better fitted-up trains, called "temporary hospital
trains," evacuated the wounded from the front-line zone
and brought them to the field hospitals. And special
base trains took the men deep into the interior, often
thousands of miles from the battlefield.
According to the new classification, this train was a
typical base train. For the front it was too big, too
unwieldy, and too expensive* It was a mobile hospital,
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